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"I freely forgib my foes,
Except dat Oonky Pete, Who hit me below de belt
At de big Ohio meet. I bin lookin' for dat niggah
For many a weary year, To cure his fun wid a buckshot gun,
Dat's why he hab trabelled from here.
u Dat's why he hab done a bunk.
Dat's why he am lyin* low, I wont forgib dat niggah,
Not till I'b had my show, Til choke him wid my halo
If toge elder in hebben we get. Wid my harp I'll go to bash him,
But I'll end up quits, you bet."
Den de berry Reberend Shepherd,
Dat Ebenezer Bones, He rolled his eyes and shook his head,
And gurgled wid his groans* " If you no forgib dat niggah,
Dat trabellin' Oonky Pete, You'll go down wid Satan in a big fiery phaeton,
Where you don't want no close for de heat."
Den Sloggah Sam he whispered,
** Oh, Lordy 1 is dat so ? Dat alters de whole caboodle,
Makes anudder row to hoe.